The Tiger

tarily placed himself in that predicament'. The story moyed the
dying man: he hegan to weep and raising his hands to heaven, as
it were in supplication, asked the Friar to give him baptism. * After
making him recite the Creed with me I "baptized him, choosing
the name Buonaventura, the Lucky.'

It only remained now to make him comfortable. His comrades,
who had stood by during the scene of his conversion and baptism,
watching with curiosity and saying not a word, carried him
wrapped in a sheet to the boat, and settled him under a mat
awning. ' He was by this time unconscious,' says Manrique, * and I
ordered a candle to be lighted and placing this divine symbol of
our redemption near his face, commenced with those Christians
present to recite the prayers for the dying. Just at the words
"suscipe, Domine, servum tuum" he passed away.*

The rain was still falling hard when they dug the grave, near a
great tree, a full fathom deep, for the tiger would return to look
for his kill, and they laid the body there and put a cross at the
head. Losing one of their number thus to a wild beast on the very-
threshold of the journey had unnerved them, all except Manrique,
who was quite undismayed, nay, certain that the rescue of a soul
was a happy augury for the success of his mission. He mounted the
elephant and, giving the sign to march, set his face joyfully
towards the mountain and the gloomy forest.

105